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She glanced at him amusedly.

"Those flowers?   Don't you really know?"

"No."

"Those are asphodel flowers/' she said.

She saw that he raised his eyes thoughtfully from
the pale flowers to the dark Tyrrhenian Sea, very far
away.

"They grew in Paradise," she added.

He nodded.   "They still do."

A little emerald green lizard darted from one crevice
to another, over the gold stones of the temple. They
watched it disappear.

"Asphodel," Lady Sheen observed, "blooms when
spring is over."

"That is like you."

She wondered how near he was to making love. The
outward signs of his moods were still largely un-
familiar to her.

"Do you remember reading about the roses of
Paestum?" she said, changing the subject.

" Yes.  .  .  .   They seem to be gone."

" The place was covered with roses once, I suppose.
. , . Don't you feel it is queer, for us to be sitting
here quietly like this, in the middle of the old
city?"

He examined his feelings and discovered no sense of
queerness.

"You're bound to be on the site of something or
other in this country," he said.

She laughed. "Don't be commonsensical. . . .
That's your Toryism coming out, isn't it? "

"No."

"Yes, it is. If you had any imagination, you would
feel it was wonderful to be here, with the memories of